48                                     MEANWHILE
Mr. Sernpack had regarded him as a landscape might regard a
puppy. 'What makes you suppose that?' he asked.
'Well! isn't it so, sir? Isn't it so?'
Mr. Sempack had turned away his face again. 'No,' he said
over his shoulder and resumed his interrupted sentence.
Then Bombaccio, wisest and most wonderful of servants, had
nudged Colonel Bullace's elbow with the peas and the new
potatoes and diverted his attention and effaced him. But surely it
was wrong to have people in one's house at all if they required that
amount of suppression. Yet how often in the last few months had
she heard talk effaced by Stupids like Colonel Bullace. Full of
ready-made opinions they were, full of suspicions they would not
even assuage by listening to what they wanted to condemn.
Dear Miss Fenimore again was a demi-Stupid, a Stupid in
effect, an acquiescent Stupid, willing perhaps but diluent to
everything that had point and quality, and Lady Grieswold had
been knowingly and wilfully invited as a Stupid, a bridge Stupid
to gratify and complete trie Bullaces. Her bridge was awful it
seemed, but then Mrs. Bullace's bridge was awful.
The Mathisons were a less clamorous sort of Stupid than
Colonel Bullace, but more insidious and perhaps more deadly.
They did not contradict and deny fine things; silently they denied.
These Mathisons had been brought along by Philip and Geoffry
and they were to exercise him at tennis. They did, every day, For
two of his best hours in the morning and sometimes after tea
Philip strove to play a better game than the Mathisons, with either
Geoffry or Puppy as his partner. It tried him. It exasperated him.
He detested and despised Mathison, she perceived, as much as
she did, but he would not let him go and he would always play
against him. He could not endure, and that was where the Stupids
had him fast, that a man so inferior as Mathison, so cheap minded,
so flat-mannered, should have the better of him at anything.
They all conspired to put it upon Phil that his form at tennis
mattered. She would go down to the court helplessly distressed to
see her god, hot and over-polite and in a state of furious self-
control, while Puppy and the others - who was it? - Miss Feni-
more and someone? Mr. Haulbowline! that shadow, sat in wicker
chairs and either applauded of regretted - working him up.
She smiled and affected interest and all the time her soul was
crying out: 'Philip, my darling! It's the cream of your strength
and the heart of your dav vou're eivino- tn the mnmi*e*